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	Such Is The Nature Of Things

_Hey Guys. _

_So I got myself thinking and I've written the first chapter to a new Fancfic I'm writing. But, I have decided I am going to also draw this as a comic. That means I will upload the chapter at the same time I upload the comics onto my Deviant Art profile. I'll send you a link in the description at the end of every chapter. I know it's giving myself more work and it means that Chapters will take a while to be released but I really want to try this. _

_Anyways. I have decided to give you a preview of the first Chapter. _

_Please enjoy_

* * *

><p><strong>Such Is The Nature Of Things<strong>

**To You I Owe My Life**

**Prince Jack**

The boy pulled the hood of his cloak further down, trying to keep his white hair hidden from curious eyes sneaking a glance as they passed his way and beyond.

"My Lord, I really do not think this is a good idea," Bunnymund called softly from behind; his eyes alert and cautious, wandering for any sign of danger… Now and again, someone caught his eye; those with an unnerving shiftiness one would usually find skulking in a back alley, sheltered by shadows and their own ignorance.  
>Rat-like in personality. Snake-like in tongue.<p>

These did not go unnoticed, the guard's hand itching for the cool of his sword. His body was also wrapped in the dark cloth of a plain grey cloak, like the boy before him, face hidden behind the folds. The pair held no suspicion in the town. Anyone who cared to take notice would just assume they were comforting themselves from the rarely harsh wind of a beautiful September day. He was here, accompanying his master as they explored the city, passing stone houses and stone walls, decorated with glass windows and curling iron upon which flower buckets bloomed with beautiful arrays of colour.

"Sssh Bunny," the boy said, sat astride the creature in front, only half turning his body so he could see the guard behind. "You'll give us away if you keep calling me '_My Lord' all the time. We _are meant to be incognito, remember?" He clicked his heels lightly and willed his beast to continue his steady pace forward, the dust kicking up from his feet, listening to the gentle tap of shoe upon cobblestone with every new step forward.  
>They ventured deeper into the city, passing busy market stalls where merchants called out to advertise their goods, reeling in customers to buy produce and various trinkets laid out on display.<p>

_Incognito, _Bunnymund thought, his troubled mind unable to understand his master's simple wishes.  
>How could they explore the city without being noticed, if the Prince was happily parading around on his bewilderbeast; a large stag creature, adorned with blue tinted fur and white war paint patterns on his breast and face and antlers. It wasn't the usual beast anyone would see on a normal day, casually strolling through the city square as if it were an open field or forest wood... Not here in the heart of the city, with a fur coat more vibrant than the more common bland grey or simple brown shades the people were used to...<br>Bunnymund himself was riding an ordinary stag, slightly smaller than the Princes, the fur of his mount a beautiful gold, just like the rays of sunshine that shone down on them. He too was decorated with war paint; patterned across his breast also. But somehow, the pair didn't seem to be getting as much attention as the bodyguard had expected when the Prince first suggested the outing.

Maybe the people weren't as unaccustomed to the bewilderbeast as Bunnymund had initially thought.  
>Or they had simply grown used to it...<p>

"You've done this before, haven't you?" Bunnymund hissed when he noticed a small group of citizens slyly nod their heads in the Prince's direction, to which the boy waved politely, keeping his head up. "And I bet this isn't the second time, either!" The white haired boy turned his head, his usual mischievous smile playing gently on his lips. "And what gave you that idea."

Bunnymund simply scowled in response, his eyes narrowed in annoyance. "You are the _Prince. _Do you understand what that means?"

Prince Jack's smile faltered in a split second.  
>If Bunnymund had blinked, he would have missed it... "Yes," the Prince said, his smile returning although he could not disguise the sigh that slipped from between his lips. The moment gone with the autumn breeze.<p>

Had Bunnymund imagined it?  
>No. It became obvious from the boy's tone as he spoke words as if recited from a poetry void of emotion.<p>

"I am Prince. In the future, I am to be King. And with that title comes council meetings, war talks and speeches at balls and banquets I would be forced to attend, making small talk with Lords and hopelessly flirting with ladies who may even be twice my age. Even now I have endless lessons prepared in preparation for me to govern the country. An endless itinerary of meetings and lessons from tutors and teachers."  
>Prince Jack smiled to himself, his eyes staring far off into the distance, full of a precious light as he wished for something he could never have. Something that was just at the tip of his fingers but dancing just out of reach.<br>"Before Father announced my coming of age ceremony, my days were already packed with Dancing and Etiquette Lessons, Music, Language, History and Sword Fighting as well as Horse Riding, Hunting and War Strategy. And with all the extra lessons and new tutors and more hours in that _wretched_ study."  
>The Prince's voice was becoming heated, his emotions getting the better of him, here now when his guard was down and he was talking to Bunnymund like an old friend, and not a soldier, for who he really was.<p>

Realising his mistake, Jack reined in his emotions, his voice dropping back to the calm, quiet volume it had been before. He sighed. "As if I wasn't busy enough..."

His sentence trailed off as he continued forward. He kept his face forward though, away from Bunnymund's searching eyes. But the guard knew how he was feeling. All from the tone of his saddened voice.

"Before my coronation… I wanted one last taste of freedom. You understand, don't you Bunny?"  
>It wasn't really a question, even though the Prince phrased it as one.<p>

But even so, the older guard understood perfectly. The young boy's schedule was already so packed he barely had the energy to do what he wanted in the rare moments of the day when he was left to simply please himself. But on the rare occasion of a morning off, or more likely when the boy just simply had enough, he would escape to the Northward forests behind the castle with Alpha, his blue bewilderbeast. He'd spend the day riding around the wilderness, getting his clothes dirty, much to the annoyance of the maids. He'd act like a child, climbing trees, splashing in rivers, running around like it was the first time he experienced freedom...  
>The afternoons spent enjoying himself were few and far between, the free time he had decreasing ever more as the coronation day loomed closer. It was heart breaking really, for a spirited and energetic boy like Jack to be cooped up within the confines of the castle walls.<p>

Bunnymund hadn't seen his charge for several days; the boy being shut in his study, laboured with tutors and researchers alike, all wishing to share knowledge with the boy who didn't necessarily need to know it, nor necessarily wanted to know. Bunnymund had been present to several and even he knew when things were getting ridiculous.  
>But it wasn't just lessons and speeches that the Prince had to endure. When he wasn't trapped in his study, he was meeting guests and important figures who would fling themselves at his, grovelling for attention and praise. Other men would try and squeeze land and money out the boy but Jack had learnt quickly how to put them in their place. Conversations of war and gossip and politics that would not be missed but unavoidable all the same also crowded the boys schedule…<p>

The guests had started to arrive in preparation for the Prince's eighteenth birthday.  
>Even the city had begun to prepare, the citizens decorating their homes for the celebrations. Everyone was going out of their way to join in. Flowers of Alabaster white and Persian blue lined every window, bunches decorated every door frame. Trees had been wrapped in wreaths of colour and beautiful satin scarves; a mix of pearl and cobalt, reflecting the blush of the late autumn sky. Every market stall was selling more bouquets and flags embroidered with the city's insignia. Many had already been hung on the buildings, trailing from one roof top to the other, all swinging gently in the soft autumn breeze. The entire city had been decorated with the hues of blue and white, the colours of the Kingdom of Burgess.<p>

Jack smiled to himself. His kingdom was beautiful and he was grateful that one day he would be able to rule and watch over it.  
>But at the same time, the crown seemed to be a heavy burden. He wouldn't admit it out loud, but that small weight was as if the world would be put upon his shoulders….<br>And any distraction to his inescapable future was gladly welcomed.

The anniversary of the boy's birth date was the first day of winter, merely three weeks from today. It did seem a long time, but it was closer than Jack would've liked. His mother and father reminded him at every turn his responsibilities, his duties and the decisions he would have to make. His tutors helped him revise proper etiquette that he had learnt since birth… not that Jack always followed it. He wasn't doing so right now….  
>According to the boy's schedule he was meant to be attending a lesson in ballroom dancing. Jack was currently <em>not <em>attending his lesson in ballroom dancing.

For three reasons.  
>One, the teacher actually couldn't keep in time to the music and was always getting it wrong anyway.<br>Two, Jack already knew how to dance. He could waltz since the age of five and salsa since the age of seven.  
>And three, Jack just couldn't be bothered to spend another minute inside the stuffy castle. Even the grounds couldn't give him the space he needed. The castle walls made him feel trapped...<p>

There was a fourth reason, although he kept that to himself. If Jack was to tell Bunny, everything would fall apart…

The October weather was calm today. There was a gentle gust of a southerly breeze, bringing with it the warmth of the sandy beaches and hotter climates. Few clouds floated lazily in the sky; the leaves on the trees only just beginning to transform into precious golds, radiant oranges and the cardinal hues of the fruits, one nestled in the emerald leaves, now harvested ready to be feasted upon. It was nearing winter; Jack's favourite season of the four.

Winter was beautiful.  
>Snow would fall like glittering stars, twinkling as they descended from above, shimmering like diamonds as the intricate snowflakes lay upon the ground like a blanket. The whispering winds would sing the kingdom its gentle lullaby of frozen lakes, the crisp crunch of fresh snow underfoot, and the bite of frost on bare skin… The cool winter air would be full of children's laughing voices, sculpted ammo thrown at friends and unsuspecting victims. The snow-capped trees, the mist of warm breath in the air, the rainbow of light reflecting from the skies.<br>The embrace of winter. The nights spent curled up in front of the fire, days filled with trekking through unexplored snow blankets. The tracks of animals late to slumber beneath the earth, the call of birds flying overhead, heading for warmer weather. Mirror surfaces of frozen rivers, twisting and curling like a silk scarf of shimmering silver, carving its way through the icy wonderland. Icicles clinging to roof linings and tree branches; winter's treasure, sparkling like diamonds in the light of the cold winter sun….

Winter was beautiful. But at the same time, deadly.  
>The icy beautiful but dangerous, the numbing cold that came with the late winter wind, sweeping through the city like a ghost, chilling those that were caught unaware. But Burgess was accustomed to the cold and they endured. Just like every year, every winter spent inside. The dangers weren't ignored but they didn't dampen any spirits either. Winter was celebrated and enjoyed. It only lasted three months of the year after all...<p>

* * *

><p>Jack spent the most of the afternoon exploring the vastness of his city. Lunchtime had already come and gone, the meal forgotten about as the boy tracked his way through the city streets. The only pressing matter to attend next was dinner. The Prince would be dining alone obviously. Mother had fallen ill recently. She was well and able to move about but usually by the late afternoon she would be too exhausted, retreating to the bedroom to sleep. Father would still be in one of his many council meetings and even when that finished, he would return to his chambers and sit beside his wife. They would discuss their day and share pleasantries before turning in, with a meal in the room.<p>

Jack knew why his Father did this. He was scared. Scared that Mother wouldn't get better. That Mother would just get worse... and eventually she wouldn't wake up with the sunrise.  
>Jack knew because he feared it as well...<p>

Bunnymund let the Prince wander to his heart's content. He convinced himself as long as he stayed beside the Prince then everything would be okay. So Bunnymund stood vigil, ever alert for danger or a sign of ill-interest to the young boy. Now and again the boys hood would slip back, revealing bangs of snow-white; an obvious sign of his stature. Bunnymund would warn the Prince, aware of the greedy glint in people's eyes. Wanting stares of men and women with twisted minds who hid in the darkness of places. Monsters, once kind and gentle people, consumed up by greed and false promises of wealth and fame and fortune. Bunnymund ushered the Prince on, steering him away from possible danger.  
>The guard hoped to keep it from him, but the Prince knew. He fixed the suspected monsters with sharp stares. A warning. They would slink back into the shadows, tails between their legs, baring their fangs in defeated pride, their stares still wishful still hopeful.<p>

Jack led the way through the city. They passed the main city square, the merchants and traders still calling out to gain attention for their wares. The pair passed through the Upper Yard, towards the industry side of town and past. The Prince was getting more attention now. Bunnymund could feel himself becoming anxious. They were nearing the poorer side of town, where people were more desperate and bold. Not brave. Determined stupidity driven by a different type of greed. It was somewhere Bunnymund didn't want the Prince to roam….

Without warning, the boy pulled gently on his beasts' reigns, a silent request to stop. The bewilderbeast replied in turn, his hooves pausing on the cobblestone, nickering at the odd request. It wasn't till Jack slipped from that saddle did Bunnymund realised what he was doing. "No, my Lord. Not here." He steeled Cloudjumper; his beast besides the Prince's. He tried using his height and angry-tinted voice to try and talk reason to the boy, although for some reason he already knew it was wasted breath.  
>Yet Bunnymund didn't back down. He clicked his heels and steered Cloudjumper to block the Prince's path. An obstacle that he had to look up and face.<p>

"Bunnymund. It is fine. I know what I'm doing."  
>Bunnymund didn't move. His eyes narrowed as he scanned the Prince's face. All it would take was one word; and order, and Bunnymund would be forced to step aside.<p>

But it would conflict his oath.

To do as the Prince asked.  
>To protect the Prince, even at the cost of his own life.<p>

Jack knew this. That's why he was letting Bunny come to the conclusion himself. It was Bunnymund's choice.  
>To stand his ground and escort the Prince back to the castle, to his unescapable prison; the boy's misery would be on his shoulders.<br>Or step aside and let the boy pass. Grant him a few more hours of freedom before escorting him back to the castle.  
>Either way he would end up there, scolded by his teachers for something which was not defined as princely conduct.<p>

Bunnymund growled to himself before dropping his gaze. "Keeping you safe is important to me, my Prince. So please, can we not venture _too _far?"  
>Jack smiled, nodding his head slightly. "Thank you Bunny."<p>

The guard just sighed, dismounting also, to stand a little in front of his Prince, using Cloudjumper to shield one side, instructing the boy to follow and be on guard. "You're too cautious," the boy said in amusement.  
>"There is no reason to take this lightly your Majesty. You <em>are <em>Prince after all." Jack nodded yet he did not make any more jokes. He understood that this part of town held dangers of its own. And he knew that Bunny would do anything to keep him safe. So he resided himself to following the older man, making sure not the make eye contact with the people who gave the pair a wide birth.  
>The whispers grew louder, the gazes open, the glares directed them both equally. Bunnymund moved his hand slowly, pushing past the rough cloth of his cloak, letting his fingers rest on the hilt of his sword. He didn't conceal it from the people. It was a warning. An open threat to anyone who dared to try anything.<p>

Bunnymund had given up trying to understand what the Prince was doing until he stopped outside a particular building. "Here Bunny," he said, reaching to Alpha's saddle, pulling from it a small leather pouch that Bunnymund had not noticed. The Prince concealed it within his cloak, moving to his beast's brow. He held its face in both hands, whispering gently. Bunnymund was too far away to hear…  
>"Bunnymund. Give me Cloudjumper's reigns." Jack held out his hand, calmly waiting. Bunny didn't understand. He was confused, his eyes narrowed slightly, his lips forming a question, yet he didn't speak. With a brusque nod, the man handed over the reins, watching as Jack tied them to Alpha's.<br>"Go boy. Now." A slap to the beast's rump caused him to cry out, speeding off down the street, tugging along Cloudjumper. Bunnymund watched in silence, shocked, and now more worried than ever. He and the Prince were alone in the worst part of the city, their mounts now racing away without their riders. The two had snuck out of the castle unnoticed so no one even knew that where they were.  
>And now, they were stranded.<p>

* * *

><p><em>So... Thoughts?<br>__Do let me know. I love feedback._

_And I've released the first comic page on my account - just search FaelynGrey and scroll :)  
><em>_I apologise but I do prefer writing to art so i haven't done much _

_Thanks Guys. _


End file.
